BY ORDER OF THE SHAH

more clearly. Nothing daunted, although conscious"'that
our pyjamas were brushing the dirty floor of the station,
and that we must look like the back legs of an elephant,
we again advanced. French, probably. We sailed in.

"Quel chien" we began.

Melisande grew brighter.

"ttesttrisgentU"

We were nearing the end of our vocabulary. She
smiled. That was better. The barrier was raised. A
flood of French oratory descended upon our not too facile
ears. Apparently Dodo, clearly not extinct, was being
smuggled into Iran. Clasped firmly beneath her robe, in
charge of the older and larger woman, Dodo left for a rail-
way carriage door, returned to store. Thence, willy-nilly,
we heard a yap, yap, yap from the wretched little beast,
wildly calling attention to its plight.

Meanwhile the younger girl, whom we gauged to be
about twenty years old, told us she could speak no English,
and that only two or three of the troupe spoke French.
They were, she said, cabaret artistes on their way to
Teheran, twelve girls and two men. Karloff, one of the
men, had the appearance of being more than an ordinary
trouper. There was something trim and agile about him.
His hair, parted in the middle, was close-cut, crowning a
lined face which obviously had a tale to tell. This trip
alone must have added years to his age, and several
puckers to an already rippled brow. He and another
man, who obviously provided the comic relief, had shep-
herded their twelve lambs across a desert and a half, after
days of inertia in the train, to face yet more dull days on
the road. Karloff spoke English,

"What the hell! This place not good for my
chickens."

We hastily explained our present purpose, to assure
him that although we occupied the ladies* room, we would
of course vacate it for his chickens, who by this time

10